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the fish so that he laughed. For demons assume these dis-
guises, insinuating themselves into everything, and laughing
at the exceeding want of discernment of kings." After I had
heard that speech of the female Rakshasa I went away from
thence, and in the morning I informed the king why the fish
laughed. The king, after detecting in the harem those men
clothed as women, looked upon me with great respect, and
released that Brahman from the sentence of death.

I was disgusted by seeing this and other lawless proceed-
ings on the part of the king, and while I was in this frame
of mind there came to the Court a new painter. He painted
The Mole on on a sheet of canvas the principal queen and
the Queen's Yogananda, and that picture of his looked as if
Body            ft were alive. it only iacke(i speech and motion.

And the king, being delighted, loaded that painter with wealth,
and had the painting set up on a wall in his private apart-
ments. Now one day when I entered into the king's private
apartments it occurred to me that the painting of the queen
did not represent all her auspicious marks ; from the arrange-
ment of the other marks I conjectured by means of my
acuteness that there ought to be a spot where the girdle
comes, and I painted one there. Then I departed after thus
giving the queen all her lucky marks. Then Yogananda
entered and saw that spot, and asked his chamberlains who
had painted it. And they indicated me as the person who
had painted it. Yogananda thus reflected while burning
with anger: " No one except myself knows of that spot,
which is in a part of the queen's body usually concealed, then
how can this Vararuchi have come thus to know it ?x No

J Compare the (tmole cinque-spotted" in Cymbeline.------

The attraction of the mole has always been fully recognised in the East.
Indian, Persian and Arabic fiction abound in beautiful and often exaggerated
similes. The mole is likened to a crumb of ambergris, a spot of nut-brown
musk? or to an ant creeping on the cheek towards the honey of the mouth. It is
well known that Hafiz offered (had they been his) to give away both Samarkand
and Bokhara for a single mole on his beloved's face.

So great is the admiration for moles that professional tattooists do a large
trade in artificially producing them. In India it is usually done by low-caste
wandering gypsies or members of the Nai, or barber caste. "They insert the
point of a needle under the epidermis and introduce the juice of a plant which